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Preface 
Discussing this body of my own work is much more dif-
ficult than the actual creation and revision of the poems, 
for I am operating without two of criticism's most valuable 
toolsa the objectivity that comes with time and the de-
tachment of non-involvement. In short, discussing one's own 
work is like looking into a mirror. Since objectivity on my 
part is impossible, I will attempt to avoid judgements about 
my own work's value. Instead, I will explain the ideas that 
tie the poems in Round Trip together, and then, since these 
poems reflect the efforts of a young writer, discuss what I 
have learned about writing poetry through examining anum-
ber of poems individually. 
The poetry in this collection, produced between 1979 
and 1981, wasn't written around a single thematic concept. 
However, when attempting to sort out my jumble of images and 
ideas, I began to notice consistencies. There emerged two 
pervading themes, the poet's response to nature and the 
poet's attempt to come to terms with his own life. The 
poems about nature follow the cycle of the seasons, and the 
sequence of the poet's emotions roughly coincide with this. 
"Round Trip," then, became the obvious choice as a ti-
tle poem for the collection. This long poem, in four sec-
tions, chronicles the poet's literal round trip to Montana 
~-----------------------------~- ~~---~- ~------ -
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and back, and his emotional round trip through the cycle of 
aging, death, and rebirth. The emotions surfacing in the 
more confessional poems--with their own cycle of alienation, 
stagnation, decay, mental unbalance, morbidity, reassurance, 
and realization--are also exhibited in the title poem. The 
poems that appear after the title poem are loosely grouped 
around these natural and emotional cycles. Thus, the first 
section of poems (pp. 5-11) deals with autumn, alienation, 
stagnation, and decay--section I of "Round Trip." The second 
grouping of poems (pp. 12-21) is concerned with winter, men-
tal unbalance, and morbidity--section II of "Round Trip." 
The third grouping of poems (pp. 22-26) takes up spring, 
rebirth, and reanimation--section III of "Round Trip." And 
finally, the poems on pages 27-28 deal with summer, realiza-
tion, and reassurance--section IV of "Round Trip." The con-
cluding poem, "Seascape Ritual," restates the cyclical theme 
of death and rebirth which began the collection. 
Before discussing individually several poems from 
Round Trip, I feel that I should credit those poets who have 
been most influential. Sylvia Plath's work is responsible 
for much of the imagery and structure of some of the poems 
in Round Trip. A lesser influence, which surfaces most 
noticeably in "Tenured," "The Professor's Anthology," "Re-
assurances," and "Seascape Ritual," is the work ofT. S. 
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Eliot. His lessons were those of rhythm, repetition, the 
value of direct statement, and imagery. Particularly in 
"One Small Victorya January Fly" and other nature poems, I 
have learned from Theodore Roethke. Other poets--Emily 
Dickinson, A. R. Ammons, and Walt Whitman--have also ex-
erted an influence, but not as openly as Plath, Eliot, and 
Roethke. 
Although I am only beginning to develop as a poet, I 
have learned many basic poetic techniques. I have also be-
gun to form certain personal aesthetic principles which I 
think are important in creating good poetry. Even though 
these aesthetic principles will undoubtedly change as I 
continue to write, there are two basic ideas exhibited in 
Round Trip which I feel are quite firm. 
The first of these involves sound and the importance of 
sound devices in creating good poetry. This idea, I think, 
is a reaction against much of contemporary American poetry, 
which is too prosaic. Even though end-rhyme and set rhyme-
schemes have seen their day, I still feel that sound is im-
portant and that it is the frequent use of sound devices 
that helps separate poetry from prose. 
Consequently, I have made use of frequent internal 
true- and off-rhymes in my poetry, along with assonance, 
consonance, and the light use of alliteration. Some of these 
viii 
devices are seen in "Weathered": 
The sky at dusk sallows old houses. 
They trade chipped white for welcome masks 
of grey to hide their rough-pocked texture--
no fight from those old joints. Straggling, 
a frilly cloud mocks them like a schoolgirl. 
In this one stanza, internal rhyming (They-grey, white-
fight, pocked-mocks) and assonance (sky-white-hide-fight, 
and they-trade-grey) are used. In another poem, "Motel Room 
Morning," I have made use of internal rhyming, consonance, 
and assonance. 
This bathroom of confused decades, 
black and pink speckled linoleum 
and peeling walls of day-glo orange, 
sizzles when I click the switch. 
Etched in ink, dark hairs mar 
the dull white of the unpolished sink, 
the silver faucets that both say cold. 
The clawfoot tub holds a torpid pool: 
November seeping through the curtain's weave. 
Once again internal rhyming (ink-sink, cold-holds), asso-
nance (sizzles-click-switch, seeping-weave), and consonance 
(black-pink-speckled-click-ink-dark-sink) give this poem, 
and my poetry in general, its musicality, saving it from 
sounding flat and prosaic. By using such devices, I can 
preserve sound in poetry, without reliance on more cumber-
some and somewhat outdated end-rhymes. 
The second of my two aesthetic principles concerns 
rhythm, the line, and the content of the poem. In Round 
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Trip, I have tried to approach the line as a "unit of 
rhythm,"1 and have tried to make each line carry its "own 
justification as sound" 2 and justify itself in terms of the 
content of the poem. In other words, the rhythms and lines 
of a poem should in some way reflect its content. Form 
should not so much follow content, as reflect it. 
I have tried to follow this maxim in this collection, 
and I feel I have made these two elements of poetry work 
together. For example, the last two lines of "Afternoon 
Apartment Scene" show how a change in rhythm can mirror a 
change in the content of the poem: 
The matted Magritte dream--mirror, 
empty faces, cloud-rooted trees--dissolves 
into the dancing lace of shadows from the screen. 
This poem is concerned with the reanimation of life, mir-
rored in the two trochees and one spondee in the next-to-the-
last line which "dissolves" into the dancing, iambic final 
line. The heaviness of the line preceding the final line is 
contrasted with the lightness of the last, iambic line. 
1John Haines, "Further Reflections on Line and the 
Poetic Voice," in A Field Guide to Contemporary Poetry and 
Poetics, ed. Stuart Friebert and David Young (New York: 
Longman, Inc., 1980), p. 71. 
2Louis Simpson and James Wright, "Two Responses to 'The 
Working Line,'" in~ Field Guide to Contemporary Poetry and 
Poetics, ed. Stuart Friebert and David Young (New York: 
Longman, Inc., 1980), p. 68. 
--------------------------------------------
X 
The final stanza of "The Short Internship" also shows 
how rhythm can be used to reflect the content of a poem. 
This poem narrates an intern's introd.uction to death, es-
pecially his change in attitude from cold, medical detach-
ment to human emotion and a sense of helplessness. In the 
final stanza, the intern's patient dies: 
The intern 
in his laboratory smock 
felt his patient 
tick then cease 
to tock as time 
stopped. 
These lines, with their interrupted tick-tock rhythm, mirror 
not only the stopping of the patient's heart, but also the 
reaction of the intern to this event; time stops for him. 
Likewise, borrowing a technique from Roethke's "My 
Papa's Waltz," I have tried to capture the content of the 
poem in its rhythm in "One Small Victory: January Fly": 
In the winter kitchen ballroom, 
the fly frantically whirls. 
Dizzily waltzing alone, 
it is drunken from the warmth, 
not knowing it should be dead. 
The stumbling waltz rhythm is an attempt to capture the move-
ment of the fly which is "drunken from the warmth." As in 
the Roethke poem, I have tried also to capture the,contrast 
between the apparent lightness and the real tension of the 
situation. 
Another relationship between rhythm and content that I 
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have discovered is the effect that various line lengths and 
line breaks have on the tone of a poem. Different line 
lengths produce different tones, and it becomes very impor-
tant for the poet to choose and manipulate the lines in 
order to create the proper tone. 
The tone which is created by very long lines, as in 
"Tenured," "Seascape Ritual," and "To Absent Friends," seems 
quiet, calm, and more reflective than the type produced by 
shorter lines. And given the proper context, as in "Ten-
ured," long lines can create the tiresome effect of "dron-
ing on and on and on": 
From this high office window, the sameness of 
the days 
the mechanism of the years, circle on themselves 
redundant as a local politician droning on and 
on and on 
and never coming to the point, vague as grey ... 
and so it goes. 
The long lines in this poem not only create a reflective 
mood for the tenured professor as he contemplates his life, 
but also show the tiresome verbosity of his existence. The 
long lines used in the thoughts of the poet in "To Absent 
Friends" likewise create a mood similar to that of the pro-
fessor in "Tenured." In "Seascape Ritual," the long lines 
are used to produce a tone of quiet solemnity necessary for 
the ritual in the poem. 
Unlike the calmer, more reflective long lines, short 
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lines create tension, And depending on how the lines are 
broken, short lines with odd line-breaks can create move-
ment, be used for emphasis, and provide a mood of instabili-
ty. "Power Plant," the fifth of five short poems which com-
prise the long poem "Spring Thaw Vignettes," shows how short 
lines can create a sense of movement and urgency: 
Glass-thin panes 
of ice glide 
down the stream 
slicing off 
twigs from 
brittle snow-bowed 
limbs of trees, 
momentum 
building like 
a turbine, 
whining, 
crackling 
electricity over 
the whitewater 
plunge of the falls. 
The idea in "Spring Thaw Vignettes" was to depict the trans-
formation from stasis to movement which occurs in the spring 
by concentrating on the thawing of a small stream. The con-
trast between the more static lines and images in the four 
poems preceding "Power Plant," and the energy and motion in 
the last lines of the final poem, shows this seasonal change. 
In several poems which depict mental instability--"Death 
Eyes in the Big Sky Night," "The Hanging," "Mental Masturba-
tion," "Anger Fantasy," and "Counseling Service"--short lines 
with awkward linebreaks have been used to create a tone of 
------------------------------·------
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insanity. This can be seen clearly in the final stanza of 
"Death Eyes in the Big Sky Night": 
What was 
that 
in the brush? 
What do those 
eyes 
belong to? 
Only eyes, 
fierce eyes 
peering pale green 
and yellow through 
endless black. 
The tension of the short lines and the emphasis provided by 
the one-word lines create the proper tone for the paranoid 
mind of the persona, who faces only "Death Eyes" in the en-
gulfing blackness. 
The imagery in Round Trip is the most important com-
ponent of the collection, yet the most difficult aspect of 
my poetry to discuss. This, I think, is true because most 
poetic images are liquid and flow from the intuitive, uncon-
scious part of the mind. The search for patterns of imagery 
is a very analytical process, and runs contrary to creation. 
I did not wish to build these poems only to dissect them. 
Instead of dismantling them, I would rather give my thoughts 
on what good imagery should do, and how it might be employed. 
First of all, imagery should be interesting, or better 
still, startling to the reader. The first goal in revision 
should be to weed out flat and overworked images. The best 
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images make the readers see some idea, object, or emotion in 
a way that they have never seen it before. Not only should 
images be interesting, but they must also meld into the 
theme and tone of the poem. This means that the poet must 
be sensitive to connotation and unwanted double-entendres. 
Imagery should also make use of all of the senses, and the 
poet should use sensory imagery as often as possible. It is 
imagery that makes a poem live, just as sound devices make 
it sing, and rhythm makes it dance. 
A poem's theme is that which gives all the life, sing-
ing, and dancing a purpose, the idea behind the entertain-
ment of imagery, sound, and rhythm. The two primary themes 
in Round Trip--the poet's response to nature and the con-
fessional poems--are supplemented by two less frequent types 
of poems. The first is poems written to specific people, 
which are included because they fit in well with the emo-
tional cycle which runs through the collection. The second 
of these two types of poetry is pieces written from fic-
tional, first-person points-of-view. These poems, especial-
ly "Tenured" and "Seascape Ritual," are exciting to me, be-
cause they are most recent and mark a new direction for my 
work. Most of the work in this collection is concerned with 
the poet himself. Although I feel that there is nothing 
wrong with this, it can easily become self-indulgent and 
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even narcissistic if taken too far. In order to avoid this 
trap, I am attempting to set off in a new direction with 
these poems written from a fictional point-of-view. However, 
this does not mean that these newer poems don't fit into the 
rest of the collection. They, like the poems written to 
specific people, fit into its overall emotional cycle. 
The four primary aspects of my poetry, then, are theme, 
imagery, sound, and rhythm. Of these, theme and imagery 
come most directly from the unconscious, though they are 
later manipulated in revision. Sound and rhythm, though 
certainly intuitive at times, are the more conscious aspects 
of my writing. The word "art," taken back to its Latin root 
"ars," means "skill" or "method. •• It is the poet's skill 
and craftsmanship that molds emotion and unconscious impulse 
into art. The poetic impulse may indeed be stronger in 
some people than others; but the craftsmanship that turns 
this impulse into art is learned and developed. The poems 
in Round Trip show one stage in my development as a poet, 
a process of growth which will continue as long as I write. 
1 
Round Trip 
I. Eroding in the Painted Hills 
(Western North Dakota) 
I am pushed by the arid wind 
toward the lookout railing, 
where the cardboard hills 
give the illusion 
of a stereoscope. 
The land is scrawled 
with haggard 
yellows and reds 
that fade, 
spoiled by the years 
like a childhood memory 
lost and sallowed 
in a forgotten scrapbook. 
I am contracted, 
bleaching with the earth 
in the sky's relentless 
fire, wind, and water. 
2 
II. Death Eyes in the Big Sky Night 
(Somewhere in Eastern Montana) 
Being drawn 
along the road 
for eighteen hours 
straight, 
I'm trapped, 
deep and desolate 
as the pitch-side of the moon. 
The dull light 
from the dashboard 
dyes the interior 
in surreal green. 
What was 
that 
in the brush? 
What do those 
eyes 
belong to? 
Only eyes, 
fierce eyes 
peering pale green 
and yellow through 
endless black. 
J 
III. Reborn in the Land's Romance 
(The Montana Rockies) 
The car creeps 
to a crackling stop 
on top of a mat 
of dry pine needles. 
I am transfixed, 
basking in the sage air, 
listening to the land's 
mystic whispers 
that become a chorus 
calling me to come ... 
Come to the river. 
Come to the Blackfoot. 
Here our tribe crossed 
leaving charred footprints 
and gave a name to the water. 
On the bank fire-stunted trees 
bear their dumb, nodding witness. 
4 
IV. Final View from Rodger's Pass 
(Eastbound at the Continental Divide) 
The rain-damp air rushes 
chill down Rodger's Pass 
in the cement morning. 
The cloud-filtered light 
silhouettes distant trees 
like a three-day stubble 
on the round, 
sleeping chins of the mountains. 
Against the land's vastness, 
I know when I die 
that I will be only one 
of the countless casualties--
making room, moving aside. 
I take my chances 
with the beetle, eagle 
or blades of scrub-grass 
that cling with white roots 
to a steep rocky slope. 
-------------------------------------, , _____________ , _____ -
5 
To Absent Friends 
"Tomorrow! I will tomorrow! I'll be in good shape 
tomorrow! " 
--Jimmy Tomorrow from The Iceman Cometh 
Holiday and friends' jazzy blues 
spread like a soft mist of netting 
that climbs up the bodies--
enmeshing the feet, ankles and calves 
of the customers in the near empty bar. 
Alone at a table with a glass of beer, 
the air thick with blues, I feel stale 
with memories clear and brittle. 
This was our Harry Hope's No Chance Saloon. 
Waiting till noon for the doors to open, 
we climbed from the world down into our womb, 
arguing art and the future of lovers and divorces. 
"Just one more pitcher" became a joke, a cliche, 
then a motto as we stumbled to Pomp and Circumstance 
and somehow managed to prevent each other's suicides. 
Alone in the quiet company of three 
empty chairs, I tell myself, again, 
"Soon, very soon, tomorrow, then" 
Holiday and friends' jazzy blues 
spread like a soft mist of netting 
that climbs up the bodies--
enmeshing the feet, ankles and calves 
of the customers in the near-empty bar. 
6 
Tenured 
From this high office window, the sameness of the days 
the mechanism of the years, circle on themselves 
redundant as a local politician droning on and on and on 
and never coming to the point, vague as grey ... 
and so it goes. 
The view that draws me from my desk and tomorrow's lesson 
is the paradox of spring and sunset: 
April washed across the sky like watered colors on rice paper 
magenta, pink and amber swirled by a drunken Claude Monet 
only to be sectioned by silhouettes honed sharp as a 
critic's eye 
geometric as this office 
this window 
this building 
this university ... my universe 
ordered neatly as a calendar 
punctual as a Prussian train 
habitual as waking up and wondering why. 
7 
A Bleak Time 
I am 
a landscape artist 
with my palette 
of indigo, 
emerald, plum, 
gold and magenta--
painting at the pole 
in six month darkness--
staring at white canvas. 
8 
Motel Room Morning 
This bathroom of confused decades, 
black and pink speckled linoleum 
and peeling walls of day-glo orange, 
sizzles when I click the switch. 
Etched in ink, dark hairs mar 
the dull white of the unpolished sink, 
the silver faucets that both say cold. 
The clawfoot tub holds a torpid pool: 
November seeping through the curtain's weave. 
9 
Late Autumn Walk 
The ice-wind slaps my face, coaxing out tears, 
the seeds of release I can't produce. 
Cars whine by, chainsaws cutting through the cold, 
headlights staring wide-eyed at the lone walker, 
a silhouette against the field 
scattered with rotting husks and stalks. 
I pause at the tracks where the steel runs 
forever, like lives--
parallel but always separate. 
10 
Weathered 
The sky at dusk sallows old houses. 
They trade chipped white for welcome masks 
of grey to hide their rough-pocked texture--
no fight from those old joints. Straggling, 
a frilly cloud mocks them like a schoolgirl. 
A whirlwind of leaves dances at my feet. 
Moist and sticky and fallen from the tree too soon, 
they cling to my shoes like a forgotten promise, 
sad slippers as I shuffle home, trying to scrape 
them off like old paint from clapboard. 
--------------------------- ~-~------~~----- - -~--~--~-
11 
The Professor's Anthology 
He flops into his favorite chair 
and pages through a well-worn anthology. 
Flipping past Eliot, he knows too well 
the nag of wasted chances and gagging 
bitter taste of fantasy hope. 
Finally, he stops and settles down. 
Safely secluded in Dickinson's alienation 
the recurring dream creeps in like fog. . . 
Hand in hand with Emily 
he walks the twilight beach. 
Then the mermaids start to mock, 
"You're growing old, you're growing old--
it's time you wore your trousers rolled". 
Alone-- he silently ambles on, the moist sand 
squishing between his toes leaving footprints 
the sea will soon erase. 
12 
The Hanging 
From the cheap seats, 
I watch the spotlight 
circle the prisoner rigid 
on the invisible trap 
of the gilt-covered gallows 
and the crowd goes wild. 
Borrowing my date's binoculars, 
I focus on 
twitching nerves that contort 
his face in fugue patterns. 
From massive stacks of speakers, 
dopplered, the incanted rites 
dirge from the priest's gaunt 
lips in deafening Latin. 
Eager murmurs drown 
the prisoner's heart's sterile thump 
that echoes from the speaker towers, 
and along with the crowd 
I go wild 
cheering 
free fall 
snap. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~--~---- ------ -
1J 
Mental Masturbation 
Tonight, 
like last night, 
I stick 
like humidity 
to the sheets, 
Beat 
Beat 
Beat 
Beat 
Beating 
my mind; 
whacking away 
the flies daintily 
crawling inside 
my head--
doing it 
until my images 
go blind. 
-------------------------------~-- -------------
14 
Anger Fantasy 
Grown blister-tight 
and festered sour 
anger explodes--
I imagine someone's, 
anyone's, eyeless 
mouthless face. 
Its nose cartilage 
crackles red as kindling 
and I smile. 
15 
Delirium 
Cigarette smoke thickly floats, 
a bleary angel brooding grey 
against the stucco ceiling--
no golden aura, no halo, this one. 
She condescends to scoff, 
mocking my thoughts 
that dangle 
limp, 
ridiculous 
as a eunuch's cock in a harem. 
16 
Counseling Service 
At the top 
of three flights 
of twisted stairs, 
sits the palace of 
smiles, knowing nods 
and soft, even words. 
They let you smoke 
in the rooms that 
have walls lined 
with mottos like 
"You're never licked, 
until you quit" and 
"When you 'assume,' 
you make an 'ass' of 
'u' and 'me,'" 
where at the day's end 
the doctor hangs up 
his white coat, 
clicks off the light 
and blindly feels 
for the warped steps. 
·~-------------------------------------------------------------~·. 
17 
Nursing Home Gardener 
The angel plant, the Swedish ivy died. 
The others suffer. 
The jade tree's leaves droop, wrinkled 
as the cool flesh of my grandmother's hand 
the last time I touched her. 
The philodendron dully glows. 
Shrivelled as the limbs of an invalid, 
the legs of the spider plant are useless. 
Snapping brittle stems and shoots, 
I try to make things right. 
18 
The Short Internship 
The intern observed his patient, 
a howling jack-o-lantern shrivelled 
in December snow, slowly rot inside. 
The pain tired of its play 
on his jumble of nerve-twitched limbs. 
The intern watched him lapse into a breathing 
corpse entombed in stainless steel 
and crisp starched white--monitored, 
tubed and wired like an experiment. 
The intern 
in his laboratory smock 
felt his patient 
tick then cease 
to tock as time 
stopped. 
19 
One Small Victory: January Fly 
In the winter kitchen ballroom, 
the fly frantically whirls. 
Dizzily waltzing alone, 
it is drunken from the warmth, 
not knowing it should be dead. 
20 
For Carl 
He opened doors 
on drunken nights, 
most nights, 
with his woolly head, 
like a ram. 
Now he's dead--
his skull smashed flat 
against a tree--
bucked off a snowmobile. 
One more wooden door 
opened to eternity. 
---------------------------~ ---"-- ----"--"------"-
21 
For Sylvia 
"Dying 
Is an art, like everything else 
I do it exceptionally well." 
You, masochist oyster, 
dark, fathomless, 
damp as a grave, 
reveal an ashen pearl. 
Your Belsen brain 
of carrion conceit 
made you a Jew. 
You knew it would 
end in an oven. 
Moonchild, your lines 
from the dark side 
search for toxic hash, 
a fix of death. 
Phoenix has fallen, 
a cloud of ash, 
rising into words 
black as spectre howls 
to taunt the living. 
22 
Spring Thaw Vignettes 
I. Winter Showcase 
A miniature glacier 
stranded on the shore 
displays four months: 
dead leaves 
and minnows, 
cigarette butts 
and a beer can. 
II. Snapshot 
As if preserved with a shutter click, 
an icicle waterfall hangs over 
exposed roots in the bank, 
a strange crystal amoeba 
that hovers over the stiff stream. 
23 
III. Whales 
Huge ice slabs 
flounder on a log jam 
and grow grey with change, 
the fact of their extinction. 
IV. Dynamic Statue 
Showing in the stream's gallery 
is a living piece, 
an ice statue melting 
in the day's warmth: 
always a new perspective, 
textured as sandstone, 
a play in mottled grey and white 
stacked in slipping layers, 
beautiful in its impermanence. 
--~--------
24 
V. Power Plant 
Glass-thin panes 
of ice glide 
down the stream 
slicing off 
twigs from 
brittle snow-bowed 
limbs of trees, 
momentum 
building like 
a turbine 
whining, 
crackling 
electricity over 
the whitewater 
plunge of the falls. 
25 
To Be Continued 
In the sallow woods, I crunch 
the littered ground, crackling 
fall casualties. Focused 
from behind a cloud, the reluctant sun 
captures exposed March 
through a dirty lens. Above the bars 
of leaf-bare trees, 
a hawk barrelrolls in the wind. 
It is too hot, the air already 
thick with sweltering July. 
I kick some crumpled leaves 
covering ground too dry 
from lack of snow, and find 
a green nub, a shy bud 
and carefully replace 
winter's insulation 
against expected frost. 
26 
Afternoon Apartment Scene 
May light flickers, 
animating bird pictures--
the cardinal whistles like a hardhat 
at the woman wiggling by; wrens chatter 
restless as knots of schoolyard children. 
The matted Magritte dream--mirror, 
empty faces, cloud-rooted trees--dissolves 
into the dancing lace of shadows from the screen. 
27 
Reassurance 
I stop and drop 
my long letter 
in the blue box 
and keep walking 
with no destination, 
past the kids 
in the mo-ped gang 
hanging out 
and slugging back Cokes 
at the Quick-Trip. 
I pause 
at the black-topped 
parking lot, 
a parched skin 
cracked and scattered 
with cars like festers 
that simmer in the heat, 
glittering with empties, 
broken glass. 
Passing through 
this dry-rotting desert, 
I enter an oasis--
the noise is hushed 
to silence rushing 
down the hills, 
a cool rain 
with no thunder. 
28 
The Water Strider 
Weightless as reflected sun 
on top of the water, 
it wakes the lazy whirling 
of the quiet eddy-pool, 
creating intricately 
etched circles--
the unity of existence. 
---------------------------- --- ----- ------------
29 
Seascape Ritual 
The foghorn processional echoes its final dirge. 
A cappella, the gulls begin their staccato canticle, 
a cue for the clouds to open, for the moon's bold entry. 
She glows excessively bright, her white burning aura 
unleashing long shadows, her beaming grin the lipless 
smile of a skull, now diminished to a smirk. 
I am the ocean. Captured, I flow at her bidding. 
From my depths, I present my offering, the briney bones 
of a thousand drowned sailors, my coffered hoard. 
Dawn is a sacrament, a railing of light across the horizon, 
the last rite of night. Buoys ring like altarboys to signal 
the slow lowering of her wafer to my lapping tongue. 
--~--·---- -------------
30 
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